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Qualis apes estate nova per florea rura 
Exercet sub sole labor eoccceocesceccccsesescece 
erevecserccceceececeserenesenecUlm liguentia mella 
Stipant, et dulci distendunt nectare cellas. 


VIRGIL. 


Our labour such, as when, from flow’r to flow’r, 
The BEE, in newborn summer’s shining hour, 
The toil-sought essence sips, on busy wings, 
And to the nive, her nect’rous treasure brings. 
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NATIVE POETRY. 


The “ waters of neLtcon,” which modern bards have 


generally agreed to be O. P. Maperra, andthe “air of 
Parnassus,” which these garret philosophers say smells 
very much like a Spanish cigar, have, in these latter times 
had more charms for genius, than the dull and murky 

atmosphere of a lawyer’s office. The muses too, accord- 
ing to the new order of things, have dwindled down from 
goddesses to—girls. This change in the poetic corps of 
inspiration has probably been the cause, why so many 
lawyers have turned poets and so many poets have turned 
paupers.—Ropert Treat Paine, jun. Esq. to whom we 
apply no part of these remarks, except that he was bred a 
lawyer, but born a poet, is the author of the Epilogue to 
the “CLERGYMAN’s DAUGHTER.” The hitherto despis- 
ed name of an American poet, by his genius and that of 
one or two others, is at length consecrated on the page of 
classical literagjure. Within these twelve years there have 
arisen an ADDISON in DennigE, a Pope in Paine, and an 
Otway Wuite. What period in the History oi English 
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literature can boast of a greater number of literary char= 
acters! It will be here seen, that we’ have not pretended 
to enumerate all; but it would be criminal negligence, 
when speaking of Native Poetry, to omit the name of 
BARLOW. 


EPILOGUE TO THE ‘* CLERGYMAN’S DAUGHTER.” 


Gay, as the belle, who lightens down the ball, 
While half who gaze, can scarcely move at all; 
Pert, as the elf, who, at a tonsor’s shop, 
Pops 72 a PHANTOM, and pops out a For 
As vain as beauty, and as fashion, witty, 
A tooth-pick Epilogue should lounge the city ;— 
And prattie, comme 2 faut,—with naught to say,— 
A WORLD ©F WoRDs—the newest kind of way! 
Such was dame Epilogue, when blithe and young, 
Of every Selle she was herself the tongue ; 
Then, a whole peerage would a play engage, 
If she but simpered, ‘ All the world’s a siage.” 
But now, in vain she sports her ancient airs, 
For all the ‘men and women” have turn’d “ players.” 
Such is the strife among the motley rout, . 
They strip the actors, while they turn them out. 
From Shakespear’s wardrobe each a fragment snatches, 
And bustles through his part—in “‘ shreds and patches ! 
Ail loud alike, none perfect but in scraps, 
They all gesticulate, but no one claps.—~ 
Puns by descent, are wit by common law! 
And every foundling bon mot knows papa! 
No prompter checks the jargon universal, 
For Life’s a Spouting C/ub,—without rehearsal. 
The smart FRIZEUR, who deals in tropes and strops, 
Exclaims—* a frost, a filling frost,” in crops! 
And vents, at fashion’s cue, a@// cues to dof, 
“\ A deep damnation on their TAKING OFF!!” 
The rop demurs—“ to be, or not to be ;"—— 
Of with his head!” roars Bobadil, and clips—a flea! 


Serer \EF “4 eeps through the blanket of the dark: yy? 
“ My bond, Pil have my bond, old Foreclose cries ;— 


“We fly by nicht /?—while boasts the omrinGring spark, 
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“Who steals my purse steals trash,” the bard replies — 


** Out damned spoT !’snarls old Miss Pruere Pret ; 
* There's rue for you,’ whispers her arch tie. 


Tie love-sick cook-maid lisps ‘‘ ist, Romeo, hist !”?— 
*“* And Swip, the tailor, rants, “ Tist, list, oh! list /-- 


While thus the stage is fill’d with masquerade, 
And bankrupt Thespis mourns his plunder’d trade, 
What, ifi in turn,—'tis justice fairly due,— 
The actor’s eye-glass takes a squint at you! 

Sur Fortine Crassick ts awight, I ween, 
Who reads to quote, and dresses to be-seen; 
The prince of folly, and the foo olat wit, 
He plots a dinner, and campaigns a hit! 
With well dress’d wisdom, tout a fait, he looks 
The sage of fashion, and bon-ton of books. 
In scenick unities so strict is he, 
Lime, place, and action,—touch and take rappee ! 
Anon, heigho! his critick sneeze empliatick, 
Proclaims the raptures of. effect dramatick. 
In life’s great play—no Stagyrite to shine— 
His plot is woman, and his moral wine. 
Thus, with a muse, a mistress, and a bottle, 
Gay Skeffington surmounts graye Aristotle. 

His own reverse, and yet himse/f the time, 
A bard in powder, and a beau in rhyine s— 
A man of coral,—such are fashion’s powers! 
A plant of stone,—that vegetates and flowers — 
A fragrant exhalation,—rais’d to fade,— 
_From roseate rhetorick, and rose pomade ;— 
A sweet confection, fit for lave or—tea, 
A letter’d lozenge,—stuit’d poetice ;— 
Sir Fopling dashes, while his gob/st pours, 
And who can doubt, an empty glass encores! 
His tropes and figures, into ferment whipt, 
See, in the FROTH oF woOkDs, his tube is dipt! 
The bubble floats,—from c/assi¢2 suns refin’d,— 
It shines—it dursts—and leaves no foam behind! 
Choice spirits all—his scavoir vivre club 
Have tickled. trouts, and sure may hook a chuby 

Who delves to be a wit, must owna mine,— 
In wealth must glitter, ere mm taste he shine ; 
Gold buys hia genius, and wo churl will rail, 
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THE HIVE. 


When feasts are brilliant, that a pun is stale. 
Tip wit with gold;—each shaft with shouts is flown !— 
He drinks Champaign, and must not laugh alone. 
The grape has point, altho’ the joke be flat; 
Pop! goes the cork /—there’s epigram in that! 
The spouting bottle is the brisk jet a’ eau, 
Which shows how Aigh its fountain head can throw! 
See! while the foaming mist ascends the room, 
Sir Fopling rises in the vif perfume ! 
But ah! the classick knight at length perceives 
His /aurels drop with fortune’s falling leaves. 
He vapours, cracks, and clinches as before, 
But other tables have not learnt to roar. 
At last, in fashion bankrupt, as in pence, 
He first discovers undiscover’d sense ;— 
And finds,—without one jest in all his bags,— 
A wit in ruffles is a fool in rags ! 
Lorn thro’ the lobby see the Port steal, 
Forgeting life, while he can live to feel ;— 
To blank oblivion yielding private woe, 
While public virtue gives one tear to flow ; 
And, charm’d with fiction, that her sorrows bless, 
His fancy riots in the lov’d distress. 
But ah !—:Husion sweet of tears and smiles, 
Where virtue revels, while romance beguiles, 
What cheerless hours doth destiny delay, 
Till recolected L1FE returns with day,— 
When he, who wanders with a poet’s name, 
Must /ive on friendship, while he starves on fame é 
Blest be the bard, whose tender tale inspires 
The passion’d scene, with virtue’s holiest fires ; 
Who draws from brightest eyes the moisten’d soul, 
And bids their tributes glitter, as they roll! 
To moral truth when lovekest grace 1s given, 
The smile of Beauty is a ray from heaven ;— 
Soft as the fairy web, Arachne weaves 
To ward the night-dew from the lily’s leaves ;— 
Chaste as the pity of Aurora’s tears, 
When the web trembles with the pearl it bears. 
Yon dapper Dash—who screens the lobby fire— 
Is doughty PeTeR Paracrapn, Esquire,— 
Forever 4nowing—and forever Anown,— 





* These two lines are altered from the “Children of Thespis. 
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‘The gay Court Calender—of all the town.— 


His brilliant fancy wings such rapid flights, 
That his pen flashes,—-like the northern lights ! 
On fashion’s face hé marks each patch and pimple,— 
Notes all the Belle Assemblee—to a dimple ;— 
Keeps dates of wrinkles,—sets each freckle down,— 
And knows the age ofeach old maid in town! 
— Pup, and Post Obit,—naught is he perplex’d on,— 
And, Death on Marriage,—une is Clerk and Sexton! 
Whate’er the theme,—ants is the quill to grace it,— 
From “ consumatum est’”’—to grave—* hic jacet!” 
Wherever folly lies— in wise perdue,— 
Quick as heat-lightning—and as harmless too 
He splinters words as gamesters rattle dice, 
And sparkles like a man; who chops on ice. 
In daily lounge, Cornhill pave he passes, 
To study signs and ogle looking-glasses ! 
His spleen—at vulgar gutters—never rankles ; 
He thanks their mud—tor every pair of ankles ! 
Nor thinks,—while feasting on caprice and whim,— 
One Grace too naked, or one fop too slim! 
Belles, beaux, and blankets,—tiffanies and teas,— 
He borrows all he 4nows, from all he sees. 
Then home tor fame,—to scribble to be sure,— | 
For every traveller must write a tour ;— 
He gives the worid jhe gleanings of his ramble, 
As nuts are thrown to monkies,—-tor a scramble ! 
. Once, on a truth,—-it is his only boast,—— 
He had a lucky blunder to his cost ;~— 
The need of genius is the crime of wit, 
THEY spurn it most, who have most want of it! 
Eh !—I’ve a full length cririck in my eye! 
Shall I or not ?-—H’ell catch me, or I'd try! 
Egad, I’m in for’t!~-see, he’s at me too! 
Pray, Sir, turn round,—-Vil take a profile view. 
Nay !-—nouns and pronouns save such want of grace ! 
A poet look a critick in the face ! 
Such courage ne’er was known ’mong rhyming elves, 
Since they, who’re cRITICKs now, wrote tags themselves. 
Streams when neglected, sink to common sewers, 
And disappointed Authors turn-—Reviewers !* 
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Like stagnant pools, they breathe putrescenf‘uir, 

From the green film, their fetid bosoms bear. 

Fie !-~frown noty——we, who catch the tric of faces, 

Must rouse the passions; to excite the graces: 

Now,--in what Act, Sir, was our—rprrasis? 

The busy, bustling action of our play? 

“* The scenes with Abigail”——ha! there you say! 

‘* The eyes of beauty beam’d with lightning there,” 

“When hopeless virtue proudly spurn’d despair.” 

Caught by a twinkle from * the eye of beauty !” 

A Crictick too !--most Stoick Sir,my duty.-- 

Nature Witt break,—-— encase her how you will,-- 

A Cat in patiens is Grimalkin still. 

But soft; he speaks-—“t An Epilogue may sport 

** With a broad patent,—-like a fool at court; 

** But while you /augh by text, and radi by rote, 

“Your author’s fable has our warmest vote.”—— 

I thank you, Sir,-- ll have THAT dzwn by note. 

“His kero needs no advocate at bar ;-~ 

‘‘ We see fis virtue in its native spar ! 

Now,——-what of Sindall ?—How did he appear ?—~ 

‘“* Like a rich jewel in an Ethiop’ s ear! 

‘In crime accomplish’d, and in wit refin’d, 

‘* His very genius biur’d the grace of mind.” 

But what of Gripe ?-—“Such knaves elude the law, 

** Arid dive, like /eaches on the blood they draw. 

“When Gripe the balance with his conscience made, 

** He kept his vices, as his stock zn trade.—— 

‘¢ Spawn’d in the alley, by its logick rear’d, 

“* He shaves a note,as Smallpeace shaves a beard; 

“ And both so welltheir office understand, 

“* They trim you smooth,——and vet CONCEAL the hand!” 

Smalipeace and razors are at your command.— 
Oh! what is man, who, thus debas’d by pelf, 

All Auman nature swks in human self ;-- 

Who basely pilfers, with unfeeling joy, 

A mother’s picture from an arwess boy! 

When man’s deserting soul forsakes his breast, 

To pine a death-watch in a miser’s chest, 

The starving hypocrite allegiance swears 

To gold and grace, to poverty and prayers ;-- 

And, not one joy his flickering lamp to cheer, 
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Lives without love, and dies without a tear! 

Such are the “* Gripes,” the meanest of their tribe, 
Who cheat themselves, and chuckle at the bribe ;-— 
Who bury nature, ere her mortal doom, 

And drag existence in a diving tomb.-- 

In life’s dark cell, pale burns their glimmering soul ;- 
A rush-light warms the winter of the pole. 

To chill and cheerless solitude confin’d, 

No spring of virtue thaws the ice of mind. 

They creep in blocd, as frosty streamlets flow, 

And freeze with life,--as darmice sleep in snow. 
Like snails, they bear their dungeons on their backs, 
And shut out ight,--to save a window tax! 

Not so gay CeLess lives,—nor wife, nor cfi/d, 
Fer bless’d his arms, or on his bounty smil’d ;—— 
Yet, touch’d by nature, his affections glow, 

And claim their kindred to the man of woe. 

Mid wine and mirth while rolls his daily round, 

The secret want, the meek distress is found ;-- 

Silent as light,--and like its source, serene,—- 

His dounty gives unknown, and warms unseen. 

He feels,--while tears the sacred joy confess,—- 

Maw t1kens GOD,—-when he has PowWER To BLESss+ 

Criticks there are, who boast a noble race; 

Who twine with genius every letter’d grace ;-~ 
Candid to censure, generous to commend,-— 
The polish’d scholar, and the faithful friend,-~ 
Lov’d by the Muse, they fee/ the poet’s fire, 
And socthe the minstrel, while they tune his lyre; 
On private merit, public fame they raise, 

lor every Nation shares its Author’s praise. 


“Tue Sotiraire.” (continued from page 37.) 


There is acertain language of the heart, which is nei- 
ther embodied in sound, nor exhibited in gesture; nex 
ther the result of mechanism, nor the object of the senses, 
which, (God'be praised!) can never be prostituted to the 
purposes of deception. It is a kind of sympathetic intel- 
_ligence, which the heart of sensibility alone can interpret. 
_ There are those, who on this principle, although their 
bodies may have ever been strangers, are yet known to. 
each other by their natures; and who can read one another's 
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hearts at a single glance. The appearance, /e tout en- 
semble, of “the Solitaire” spoke to me in this language, 
the moment I first saw him. It let me at once into the 
secret of the general history of his life, although it could 
not exhibit his misfortunes in detail. It told me he had 
been a continual sufferer in this terrestrial traffic ;* it in- 
formed me his nature was made for a good world, but by 
some unfathomable design of Providence, he had fallen on a 
bad one. His faculties had seemingly not been adapted to 
the sphere he was fated to fill; and therefore he had, by 
perpetual conflicts, forced his passage thus far along the 
thorny road of life. I felt his misfortunes, because they 
diticred very little from my own. I knew we were both chil- 
dren of sorrow and that we had both passed our youth in 
the school of adversity; whose rugged discipline had 
stifled every hope in its infancy; whose withering look 
had blasted every joy inits bloom. I felt an ardent desire 
to hear the variety of woe, which “The Solitaire” had 
experienced; for there is asort of communion in grief, 
which may be called the twilight of happiness. Like the 
twilight.of the day, it affords to the traveller to eternity, 
in the advesperating hours of life, a few feeble rays of 
comfort. They call it the ‘joy of grief.” Indeed it is 
but a grievous joy and may be advantageously bartered 
even for the empty giddiness of a light heart.—“Yes,” 
continued he, ‘‘ Ihave found little comfort in society ; 
“IT therefore left it, or rather was driven by villany from 
“it, to the scanty and short-lived subsistence you see.”— 
He paused. His mind seemed to revert tothe scenes of 
his past days. I felt and express’d a desire, that he would 
speak what-he thought; and added, that the mind by often 
contemplating misfortune, acquired a hardihood to resist 
and overcome it, which tt was highly necessary, one, of 
his temperament, should possess; and that a review of 
his troubles would be a very useful discipline, on re-com- 
mencing the warfare of life.— 


( To be continued. ) 


* I wonder, it never occurred to the ancient philosophers 
er modern school-men to define man, a trading animal. J 
certainly exhibits his nature, altho’ it does not state the num- 
ber of his “legs,” or whether he is covered with hair or 
*‘feathers.” 

















